4 8 walking about in the most ludicrous and abominable garb
imaginable—straw hat from the year 1900, billiard doth
vest with pearl buttons, discarded British ulster, pale dun-
garees, busted umbrella, hair shirt, bare feet, hair matted
and twisted—a make-up which even a Kaffir would dis-
dain, and yet, I say it sincerely and deliberately, I would
a thousand times rather be that poor Greek than an
American millionaire. I remember the old keeper of the
ancient fortress at Nauplia. He had done twenty years in
that same prison for murder. He was one of the most
aristocratic beings I ever met. His face was positively
radiant. The pittance on which he was trying to live would
not keep a dog, his clothes were in tatters, his prospects
were nil. He showed us a tiny patch of earth he had
cleared near the rampart where he hoped next year to
grow a few stalks of corn. If the government would give
him about three cents more a day he would just about be
able to pull through. He begged us, if we had any influ-
ence, to speak to one of the officials for him. He wasn't
bitter, he wasn't melancholy, he wasn't morbid. He had
killed a man in anger and he had done twenty years for
it; he would do it again, he said, if the same situation
arose. He had no remorse, no guilt. He was a marvellous
old fellow, stout as an oak, gay, hearty, insouciant. Just
three cents more a day and everything would be jake.
That was all that was on Iris mind. I.envy him. If I had
my choice between being the president of a rubber tire
company in America or the prison keeper of the old for-
tress at Nauplia I would prefer to be the prison keeper,
even without the additional three cents. I would take the
twenty years in jail too, as part of the bargain. I would
prefer to be a murderer with a clear conscience, walking
about in tatters and waiting for next year's crop of corn,
- than the president of the most successful industrial cor-
poration in America, No business magnate ever wore such

